io8                 LETTERS FROM SAMOA
time, as it seems to me, first one pair of leaves unfold themselves, and then a second pair shoot out above, and the cacao is ready to be planted out. It all means a great deal of labour, and Fanny has no time for anything else. She and Louis went to one of the German plantations this week to beg for more seeds, and she has been promised another two thousand. I begin to wonder where there will be room left for us; I declare the place is no longer a civilised house, but a ranch, and am unkind enough to quote a description I once read that said a ranch was * a place where you find broken-down wagons and rotten fencing and uncomfortable houses, because every one is too busy to do anything!' We certainly have not come to that, but I cling to our English maid Mary, and find great comfort in the fact that she can't be set to plant cacao!
Saturday\ November 28.
HP* HE mail is expected to-day or to-morrow, X so I must bring my journal up to date or I shall get into arrears. I am glad to say that the influenza seems to be over now, and as most of us have been down to Apia and are still well, I think Vailima will escape its visitation, for which we are all most deeply thankful. Bad as it can be at home, I doubt if you realise what a scourge it is in the South Seas, and how real a danger, especially amongst the natives. I scarcely know what we should have done, had it broken out